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Raven Hunt. 

Remedial Student Instructor and Sociology teacher at Patriarch University. 
A 'Cainus Indigus' femme of exceptional proportions. 

"And thirty six years old today." 


It was nearly 7:00pm and far past the time she should have left work, but Raven Hunt was still 
looking at her reflection in the darkened office window. What stared back at her was a blue- 
furred, dark haired, be-spectacled wolf femme with troubled eyes. While finishing up the last of 
today's class paperwork she had been thinking about one of the males in her class - Harold - a 
robust, young equine whose pants had sported a sizable bulge throughout the entire class. And in 
thinking about him and his youth, Raven had suddenly realized that she could legally have sex 
with him even though he was literally half her age! The thought had so shaken her that for the 
past hour, she had thought of nothing else. 


"Thirty six," Raven whispered to empty air. "Four years shy of...forty?" 


Now that she thought about it, maybe Harold hadn't been looking at her at all. There had been 
this very attractive, and young, skunkette sitting in front of him. Maybe... 


Raven turned away from her reflection, no longer wanting to look at it with the thoughts that 
were running through her mind. Instead, she brought one of her paws up and examined it, letting 
her eyes rove over the light-blue paw pads on the palms. Were there a few more wrinkles there 
than before? She closed the paw into a fist and examined its claws. Unlike feline claws, hers 
were non-retractable - and dull. Not the color. The shape. The black, glossy color flashed quite 
brightly in the light from her desk lamp. 


"It's probably just the claw gloss I use," thought Raven dropping her paw to the front of her 
dress shirt. She tugged at the straining shirt to adjust it. It seemed too tight - tighter than normal, 
anyway - and another unbidden thought came to her as she pulled. 


Was she actually starting to get fat? 


Suddenly irritated, Raven gave the shirt an extra hard tug. At once, buttons flew everywhere 
and two massive blue-furred breasts tumbled out. "Dammit-all!" Raven cursed. "When will they 


get school dress shirts in MY size?" Her annoyance growing, she added, "Maybe because they 
don't make them that fucking big." 


For a moment Raven's breasts jiggled and swayed before they finally came to rest - two soft, 
black-nippled mountains upon a heavily breathing chest. Raven hefted one of them to try stuffing 
it back where it belonged. 


"Two soft mountains...or too soft mountains," she thought, struggling. They didn't seem as 
firm as they should be. Was she starting to sag, too? 


"If you need help lifting those heavyweights," came a voice from behind Raven. "I'd be more 
than happy to assist." 


Raven whirled around even as she tried to cover herself with the remnants of her shirt. "And 
just what the hell is that supposed to mean?" she snapped. 


Nohni Wabanda, Professor of Archeology, blinked, a startled look flashing in her golden eyes. 
"I didn't...uh...mean anything by it, Raven," she stumbled. "It's getting late, and since it's your 
birthday, I thought I might ..." 


"I know what damned day it is!" Raven shouted. "I don't need you to remind me!" She tugged 
at the edges of her button-less shirt trying to recapture that which would not easily be contained. 


Nohni looked thoroughly bewildered now and took a step back. "I'm sorry, Raven, I just 
wanted..." 


Raven turned her back on Nohni, still fighting with her shirt. "I'd rather be alone right now, if 
you don mind!" 


A long silence was followed by a mumbled "I guess I'll just leave you with your thoughts, 
then," and the soft click of a closing door. 


For a long time, Raven stared at the bookcase behind her desk and tried to justify her anger at 
Nohni. Why had she snapped at her? The golden jackal was as good a friend as one could hope 
for. Loyal, caring, fun-loving, and oh so... 


Young? 


This last thought came unbidden and Raven dropped her head, rubbing her brow. Nohni 
Wabanda at twenty nine was Raven's junior by seven years, and a canine femme in the prime of 
her life. Perhaps that was what was causing Raven's present funk. In her and her friend's dash to 
old age, Raven was leading the race by a wide margin. 


Oh, to be twenty nine, again. 


And what would life be like seven years from now when Raven was forty three and Nohni 
finally reached the ripe, old age of thirty six? Raven's head involuntarily came up and she sniffed 
the air. Something about this last thought had triggered a scent memory in her mind. And there 
truly was a hint of something in the room around her. 


A Ripe Nohni. 


Despite her dour mood, Raven felt her lips curl into an almost lecherous grin. Raven's sexual 
preference bent heavily toward males, but there was just something about golden-haired Nohni 
that made Raven's loins tingle. Unlike herself, Nohni leaned more toward the femmes for sexual 
satisfaction, so she knew exactly which buttons to push to send Raven careening wildly off the 
cliff of multiple orgasms. 


And then there was Nohni's scent. 


When aroused, that buxom golden jackal gave off a most singular and seductively luscious 
scent that went straight from the nose right to the groin. Was that what Raven could almost smell 
in the room around her? Raven closed her eyes and inhaled deeply letting the air with its 
provocative payload play across her olfactory lobe and the roof of her mouth. As if of their own 
accord Raven felt her lips part - baring her teeth - the tip of her pink tongue just peeking between 
sharp incisors. Her breath had sped up. 


Yes. Someone is ‘ready’. 


A paw moved to a black nipple to find it nearly half an inch long and hard as a rock. She 
brushed it with the tip of a polished black claw and felt the electric shock of pleasure shoot 
through her chest and down her spine to the base of her tail - which began to rise and fluff in 
response. Her crotch felt hot and swollen. 


Then, without warning, the frustration returned. Quickly, Raven dropped her head, put her 
paws on the desk and took several deep breaths to calm herself. "Gods! Even just thinking about 
her scent makes me cream my pants!" 


But then, Nohni was a young and attractive canine in the prime of her life. 
And Raven? What was she? 
Someone who was getting older by the minute. 


Raven's funk was back with a vengeance, and she felt the fire in her loins cool and her tail 
drop. There was no getting around it. Age was as inexorable as time itself. 


Raven was getting old. 


And it was time for this old femme to go home. What she would do when she got there, she 
didn't know. What did old maids do in their off time? Knitting sounded so...boring. Raven 
straitened up and was instantly reminded of her toplessness by the two swaying 'masses' on her 
chest. She shook her head. 


"One thing I can't do is walk around campus with my old-maid tits hanging out. Someone 
might throw up.” 


She was about to turn to her office closet and its emergency store of extra dress shirts when 
she saw what looked like a piece of yellowed parchment lying on her desk. It hadn't been there 
before. Raven looked around her office for a moment wondering who... 


Then it clicked. Nohni must have left it for her. Raven sighed. She should really apologize to 
the golden femme for her behavior. Nohni didn't deserve her ire. She reached for the note as an 
amused thought came to mind. 


Ancient, secret notes. A long lost mystery to be solved. Wasn't that just like an archeologist? 
Just like Nohni? 


Raven picked up the parchment, adjusted her spectacles and began to read. 
"You will find it in the lair of the Daughter of the Golden Goddess," was all it said. 


Curiosity peaked and new shirt forgotten, Raven read the note again several times. It was her 
birthday - and birthday girls usually got presents. Was this Nohni's way of giving Raven a gift? 
Another pang of guilt stabbed Raven in the chest. She hadn't been nice to Nohni at all and the 
golden jackal still wanted to gift her with something? Raven shook her head and examined the 
note again. It didn't look like Nohni's writing, but the "Daughter of the Golden Goddess' could 


only refer to the golden jackal. And where was this 'lair'? It might mean Nohni's home - or, more 
likely, it meant her office. 


Raven looked to her own office door. Nohni had left only a short while ago. Maybe she was 
still in the building. The blue wolf pulled her shirt together as best she could and left the room to 
enter the dimly lit hallway. The building's custodian must have already left for the night and the 
lack of light was a little...eerie. Making her way quickly down the hall, Raven passed other 
darkened offices. Were Nohni and her the only ones left in the building tonight? One flight of 
stairs up and down another darkened hallway, and Raven was at Nohni's door. There was a light 
inside, but it must have been a small one for it did not illuminate the door glass as one might 
expect. Raven tapped lightly on the glass. 


"Nohni?" 
No answer. 


But neither was the door completely closed, for it had moved a fraction of an inch when 
Raven tapped it. She pushed harder and the door swung slowly open with a slight creaking of the 
hinges. The air that wafted out smelled musty. 


"Nohni? Are you here?" 


Again, there was no answer, but the sight that met Raven's eyes was intriguing - not that this 
office hadn't always been interesting. Being an archeologist, Nohni's office was naturally 
cluttered with the detritus of past expeditions. It's just that Nohni's expeditions were not the same 
as other archeologists. Nohni was a hunter of the ‘erotic’. Labeled boxes smelling of tar and 
embalming fluid occupied a glass cabinet near the window. Dusty books with exotic titles filled 
the bookcases or tottered in piles in dim corners. Erotic statues of unknown origin stood on end 
tables alongside other sexual 'trinkets' from the past. Whenever Raven visited this office it was 
almost as if she had been transported back in time to a thousand-year-old ‘adult’ bookstore. 


However, all of this was not what was drawing Raven's eye now. Lying in the middle of 
Nohni's desk, and lit by only an ancient oil lamp, was a long, golden box - almost like a 
miniature sarcophagus. A tiny tingle of apprehension slid down Raven's spine as she padded 
slowly and quietly up to the desk. Then she gave herself a little shake. Why was she trying to be 
quiet? This was just another office, wasn't it? And the golden box on the desk before her was 
merely Nohni's gift to her... 


Wasn’t it? 


Raven reached out a paw and noticed it was trembling. Irritated by her childish apprehension, 
she slapped her paw down onto the lid of the golden box. 


Hatshepsut. 


The name of the only female ever to be a Pharaoh of Egypt flashed through her mind - leaving 
behind the hint of a subtle sensation. Raven shook her head, but the faint something lingered. 


Hatshepsut. 


She, Nohni, and Hazel Weiss, the university's librarian, had been to Egypt only a month ago 
on a trip to find Nohni's parentage. They had accomplished this task, but while there, they had 
also done a little 'touring'. It was always good to have an expert, like Nohni, with you on such 
trips to explain the things that most tourist brochures did not. 


Hatshepsut. 


They'd had time for a one-day stop at the Valley of Kings across the Nile from Luxor. 
Separated from the actual Valley by a row of hills lay Hatshepsut's mortuary temple - 'Djeser 
Djeseru'. It was perhaps the most magnificent of the ancient temples in all of Egypt and had set 
the precedent in the New Kingdom for Pharaohs to be buried in the Valley of Kings. 


Hatshepsut. 


Raven traced the cartouche carved into the golden box's lid with a blue finger and recalled 
what Nohni had told them about Hatshepsut on that day over a month ago. 


"The She-King's official full name, as read from her royal cartouche," Nohni pointed to the 
carving on the wall, "is 'The Horus, mighty by his Kas, the lord of East and West abounding in 
years, the good goddess, the pious lady, the blue wolf, divine in her rings, the King of Upper and 
Lower Egypt, Kamara, the daughter of Ra, Khnumit Amon, Hatshepsut." 


"That's quite a mouthful," commented Hazel as she looked to Raven. "And it includes the 
phrase 'the Blue Wolf'." She turned back to Nohni. "Was Hatshepsut actually a blue wolf?" 


Nohni shook her head. "Nope. She was a golden jackal - just like her parents. But that's not 
what that phrase refers to. All Pharaohs had references to the gods in their official names, and the 
Blue Wolf refers to the blue wolf manifestation of Isis called Sopdet, or Sothis as she was later 
called." 


Raven puffed out her chest, making her shirt buttons complain. "That was my part in our little 
deception at the Halls of Thoth." Raven was recalling how they had all dressed up as Egyptian 
Goddesses to impress the locals and get much needed information about Nohni's parentage. 


"And Sothis was the Mother of all 'mother goddesses'," quipped Hazel, poking Raven in her 
over-inflated chest. "So it seems perfectly appropriate that the one who is the blue wolf here is 
also the one with the biggest boobs." 


"Ahem!" coughed Nohni. "Back to Hatshepsut." She tapped the cartouche again. "It's 
interesting to note the disparity in Hatshepsut's sexual identity from the beginning of her name to 
the end. Whether the mistakes of scribes and artists, or difficulties in Egyptian written language, 
or simply the inability of Egyptians to reconcile the words "female" and "pharaoh" as referring to 
the same individual, the representation of Hatshepsut as both female and male in hieroglyphs and 
statuary appears in work done throughout her reign." 


"So this She-King was depicted as a hermaphrodite?" asked Hazel. 


"Not in an actual sense," answered Nohni. "But she certainly had to publicly show male 
characteristics. I believe Hatshepsut was perfectly content being sculpted as a female while she 
was queen, but as soon as she took the throne, she had to take a male's image in her statuary - 
even to the extent that her statues sported the official ‘full male neck ruff of a Pharaoh. She 
would probably need to wear a fake ruff at official public functions, too." 


Hazel puffed out her cheeks, but then exhaled. "I'd need a LOT more face fur to imitate a 
male lion's mane. I know most male canines sport a bigger neck ruff than the females do, but 
couldn't Hatshepsut just fake it with a little hair teasing? A couple of pulls with the face brush 
and wha-la! Instant dude face!" 


Nohni shook her head. "All Pharaoh neck-ruffs were fake. They were styled to be bigger than 
real ones. After all, the Pharaoh was the 'Alpha' male of the kingdom, wasn't he? So his had to be 
bigger than anyone else's." 


"Typical male," mumbled Hazel. 


After that, the three femmes had gotten into a lively discussion of what they would like to do 
if they ever came across a gal with real 'male' characteristics. 


Back in Nohni's office, Raven stared at the golden box with the Hatshepsut cartouche on it. 
Then she frowned. 


A female with the bodily attributes of a male? 


A sudden, bizarre thought had just crossed her mind. Nohni collected sexually oriented 
artifacts. Had she found, or been given, something related to Hatshepsut on their trip to Egypt 
last month? Surely Nohni wasn't going to give Raven a moldy old false neck-ruff from some 
long dead Pharaoh for her birthday! 


Growling, Raven quickly pulled the lid off of the golden box. 
What lay inside was definitely not a false neck-ruff. 


Nestled inside was a perfect likeness of a twelve-inch-long, black as ebony, canine penis - 
complete with veined shaft, flared, knobbley head, and bulging 'knot' at its base. 


But this was not a toy that a femme would use on herself. Ornately embossed leather straps 
were attached to its base, making it quite clear that this was something to be worn by someone - 
and then used on someone else. 


A female with the bodily attributes of a male. 


Perhaps a false neck-ruff wasn't the only thing Hatshepsut needed to 'display' from time to 
time? This was just the sort of thing you didn't find in normal history books, yet it made sense. 
As an 'Alpha' male canine, Hatshepsut would be expected to ‘prove’ her sexual prowess as a 
male, wouldn't she? 


Raven pulled her eyes away from the fascinating phallus and looked around the apparently 
empty office. No one else was here, so what was she supposed to do with this thing? What was 
Nohni playing at? 


Playing? 


A grin stole over Raven's face and her whiskers shivered slightly. Perhaps Nohni was hiding 
somewhere - maybe not in this office, but nearby. And that hint of Nohni's arousal scent was just 
detectable over the other odors in this room. Perhaps Nohni did want to 'play'. It would be so like 
her to want to give Raven a ‘happy' birthday present. 


But then maybe Nohni wasn't here at all. 


Raven's grin faded a bit. After the angry display she had subjected her friend to, maybe Nohni 
had just gone home. 


Still... 


Raven's eyes had seen something else in this room that she recognized from their trip to 
Egypt. Lying across the back of a chair in one dark corner lay the 'goddess' outfit Raven had 
worn while imitating the goddess Sothis. The blue wolf walked over to the chair and lifted the 
black and indigo nemes headdress from the chair. It was as beautiful as when she'd first laid eyes 
on it. 


On a whim, Raven reached back and unclipped the hair-clasp that kept her waist-length hair 
in its usual high coiffure. Blue-black hair tumbled down her back, and she swung the nemes 
headdress up over her head, settling it in place. Looking down, she noted that her torn shirt and 
suit jacket were interfering with the proper lay of the headdress, so she quickly stripped them off 
and laid them on the chair. Picking up the decorative pectoral collar, which was also part of the 
costume, she clipped it around her neck. A quick glance in the darkened office window reflected 
a rather absurd image. 


Raven's top half was fine, but neither goddesses nor Pharaohs wore office dresses, stockings 
and high-heeled shoes - so off they came as well. As Sothis, Raven had also worn a Pharaoh's 
Shendyt - a fine linen 'kilt' that males wore wrapped around the waist. Raven found it next to the 
chair, but hesitated as she began to wrap it in place. The kilt would make it difficult to wear a 
‘fun toy’. Raven glanced back to the dimly lit desk. 


Should I try it on? 


There was no guarantee that the strap-on doggie dick actually was her birthday present. The 
note in her office had not described it as such - only that she would find 'it' in the ‘lair of the 
Daughter of the Golden Goddess’. 


Still...what could it hurt to try it on? 


The mere thought of this triggered a warmth between her thighs and she walked slowly over 
to the desk, her wide hips swaying seductively. There it lay, cosseted in its golden sarcophagus. 
Ready. Waiting. 


Raven reached out for it, and her fingertips were a mere millimeter from the shiny black 
surface when it happened 
A spark. 


And Raven's world abruptly changed. 


This was the twentieth year of her reign as Pharaoh of all Egypt. Most would think her past 
her prime at fifty years of age. 


But not me. 


Hatshepsut took hold of the ebony phallus and lifted it from its golden case. She held it out in 
front of her and, smiling, she felt its power. 


Thank you Isis, Golden Goddess, for this mighty Gift. 


Hatshepsut bowed her head in reverence to the mother goddess who had granted her this most 
powerful artifact. It was not the golden phallus of Osiris. Isis reserved that potent object for 
herself alone. But this ebony shaft was hers to show that she was a worthy Alpha male to those 
priests of Amun who would see her reduced from Pharaoh to a mere Regent for the young 
Thutmose III. A female as Pharaoh? It must annoy them greatly! 


Hatshepsut scowled. She would much rather do this 'duty' for an audience of the common 
folk, her beloved Rekhyt, rather than the priests of Amun, but she was obligated by the male 
traditions of the Pharaohs. 


Traditions presided over by the Priests. 


Hatshepsut glared around at the room into which she had been brought. This place was unlike 
any she'd ever seen - strange objects and strange furnishings - but then the priests were a strange 


lot. Perhaps they thought to unnerve her. She snorted. It would not work. They had tried this 
before and it had not worked then either. She set her mind back on the task she was here to 
perform. It was her birthing day and as such, she must once again demonstrate her prowess. This 
was the one day when she must prove to the priests that she had a true right to be Pharaoh, King 
of Upper and Lower Egypt! 


And they thought I could not do it? Fools! 


Hatshepsut brought the black shaft to her lips and lovingly licked it. Slowly she spread a film 
of her warm, slick saliva down the shaft, making sure to lubricate the hidden end that would be 
seated firmly into her own love cave, her River Lotus of Life. Finally, with the entire shaft 
glistening wetly, Hatshepsut brought the black phallus down to her loins. She shivered in 
anticipation. 


But there was also fear. 


It would transform her into something else. Something that was the epitome of the Alpha - 
that which was most fertile. For fertility was the god-force that created all things - kept all things 
alive. Growing crops. Growing younglings. Growing life. It was the Pharaoh's foremost duty to 
keep the land prosperous and fertile. 


And fertility always had two faces. One female and one male. 
But I shall be both! 


Hatshepsut thrust the hidden, back end of the black phallus into her hot, moist love cave, and 
with a howl of pain and rapture, she dropped to her knees. Almost by themselves, leather straps 
bound her to her enormous, black malehood. She would not escape her duty until the deed was 
done! After only a moment, she slowly rose and turned to face what seemed to be the only door 
in this strange room. Having done so, she took a wide stance and placed her paws on her hips. 
She knew the priests were observing her from their hidden places. They did not want their 
presence to interfere with what must come, but they would be watching to see if Hatshepsut 
could do her 'duty' as an Alpha male. Soon, they would send in her test subject, and when they 
did, she wanted to make sure the ‘prey’ would not miss the maleness that leapt out from her loins 
- nor its purpose. 


And then she was there. 
"Raven? Is that you? Are you all right? I thought I heard a howl." 


Hatshepsut did not recognize the voice or even the words that had been spoken to her - but 
none of that mattered. The one on whom she was to be tested had come. 


And what a delicious prey this is! 


There, before her in the subdued light of the room's single oil lamp, stood a female Golden 
Jackal of extraordinary beauty. 


She must be Nubian. The most beautiful Jackals all come from Upper Egypt and beyond. 


Her raiment was unfamiliar to Hatshepsut, but that only confirmed her exotic 'foreignness'. 
The Jackal's raiment also could not hide the shape of luscious breasts as round and firm as the 
honeydew melons from the fertile fields around Luxor. And her hips! Solid. Firm. And quite well 
suited for the Ride of Life. However, all of these paled before the femme's most exemplary trait. 


Her eyes! 


This golden femme's eyes actually glowed yellow - like the hot, molten gold of the jeweler's 
crucible. Exotic, almost goddess-like. Perhaps even like unto...Jsis, herself? 


Then, when she thought nothing else could impress her more, the golden jackal's aroma was 
upon her, and Hatshepsut gasped. It was a fragrance like none other she had ever inhaled. It was 
the enthralling scent of boundless fertility. The very air seemed to moan with the weight of it - a 
laden zephyr of wondrous desire. Though she knew it impossible, Hatshepsut swore she could 
feel her false ebony malehood throb and grow even harder. 


And now the light in the Golden Jackal's eyes was growing brighter, for they were now fixed 
on Hatshepsut's Gift - her goddess-granted male penis. The golden femme licked her lips and 
slowly slinked her way toward Hatshepsut. 


Yes, my lovely, fertile bitch in heat. You know what to do. 


The exotic golden jackal dropped to her knees and reverently took the black phallus in both 
paws. And even though it was not truly a part of her, Hatshepsut could feel those paws on the 
black member and the shock of pleasure this caused. The thrill of tongue and mouth wrapped 
around it was even more exquisite. Hatshepsut felt her hips automatically begin the Rhythm of 
the Beast even as she wound her paws tightly into the bright golden mane before her. Deeper and 
deeper she went into her lovely golden femme's throat, and with each thrust, burgeoning desire 
rippled through her. There soon came a moment of hot ecstasy that was not true release, but 
supremely pleasing nonetheless. She withdrew from the drooling jackal's mouth and lifted her up 
forcibly by her hair. 


They stared into each other's eyes - gold into gold - and both of them knew who would be the 
dominant one here. 


But one must be absolutely sure. 


In one swift and powerful movement, Hatshepsut forced the golden jackal's head back, 
opened her jaws, and clamped her sharp teeth over the golden one's throat. Large canines lightly 
punctured the skin and a trickle of blood stained the jackal's white chest ruff a deep crimson. She 
felt the golden jackal shudder, but she did not cry out or try to escape. 


Good. We understand one another. 


Hatshepsut kept her jaws clamped tightly over the golden one's neck but released her hair. 
Quickly, she dropped her paws to the strange raiment on the jackal's chest, grabbed two fistfuls 
of cloth and pulled outward. The raiment ripped easily, and suddenly Hatshepsut could feel two 
naked heaving breasts pushing into her own. The Golden Jackal's nipples were hard knots of 
flesh, like little fingers, that probed into Hatshepsut's own bosom - almost like a newborn pup 
seeking it's mother's sustenance. 


But Hatshepsut's 'milk' will not be coming from her breasts this day! 


She then dropped her paws to the Golden Jackal's lower garment - only to find that her lovely 
prey had beaten her to it. All that remained was silky golden fur, and naked hips that were 
pushing into hers like a cherished pet seeking attention. 


Attention I am only too willing to give. 


Hatshepsut grabbed the base of the femme's tail and pulled up, hard. The Golden Jackal 
gasped and involuntarily spread her legs. Hatshepsut's other paw snaked between those spread 
legs to the moist lips she knew she would find there. A hot slickness coated her probing fingers 
and the golden femme moaned her pleasure. Bringing the coated paw up, Hatshepsut released her 


jaws from the golden femme's neck and smeared the jackal's muzzle with the deliciously scented 
mucous. Immediately, Hatshepsut pushed her nose around and over the golden one's muzzle, 
inhaling the heady perfume. The jackal's mouth opened in a groan and Hatshepsut instantly 
covered it with her own in a teeth-clicking, tongue-probing kiss. 


With her mouth locked onto her prey's mouth she continued to inhale the aroma of the jackal's 
love juice through her nose and suddenly, it was too much. She must enter this luscious femme 
or surely die! With one powerful arm locked around her waist and the other lifting at the base of 
her tail, Hatshepsut lifted the Golden Jackal clear off the floor and in one smooth movement, 
impaled the femme on her ebony phallus. 


With their mouths clamped tightly together, the golden one's visceral scream of pain and 
ecstasy flooded into Hatshepsut's mouth. Biting sound careened around inside her skull like a 
mad thing making her teeth rattle. Neck hairs bristled and crackled with the electricity of it. She 
tasted blood and pushed her probing tongue further down the bitch jackal's moaning and gurgling 
throat even as her hips began an ages-old rhythmic thrusting. 


And all the while, the reek in the air of their copulation was growing stronger - a miasma of 
mindless lust that burned its way through flaring red nostrils into hot panting lungs. With each 
plunge of Hatshepsut's monstrous penis, a copious slime of warm fluid spurted from the Golden 
Jackal's vagina, soaking loin, belly and even working its way up to the breasts of the beast with 
two backs. 


Finally, with an almighty thrust, Hatshepsut forced the bulging knot of her engorged canine 
phallus into the writhing golden bitch, and the femme's screech was such that it could have split 
stone had there been any in the room. Amazingly, the Golden Jackal did not faint or plead for 
mercy. Instead, eyes blazing, she thrust herself fully onto Hatshepsut's member with an even 
greater ferocity. 


Hatshepsut could not believe this! Her body screamed for release, but she would not end this 
so soon! How could she, when this golden sex-goddess was asking for more! Hatshepsut's own 
howl of rapture answered her own question. Something this wondrous must continue! For as long 
as possible! 


And continue it did. 
In every position and combination of orifices Hatshepsut could think of! 


To her inflamed delight, this most marvelous Golden Jackal kept up with her - even going so 
far as to show her things she'd never even thought of! 


In the end, her final release was totally unexpected. 


Somewhere a chime sounded twelve times and Hatshepsut's howl of boundless bliss morphed 
into the stuttering and gasping cry of a buxom blue wolf named Raven Hunt. With a final groan, 
Raven collapsed, buried her face between Nohni's exceptionally soggy and slippery breasts, and 
simply tried to take one breath after another. 


Ohgodohgodohgod... 


Raven tried to put together a coherent thought, however, her mind was a muddled mess of 
exhausted but elated emotions. She could remember it all! The boundless sensations of sex so 
good it almost hurt! But she knew she hadn't been the one in control. 


Hatshepsut. 
The only She-King of Egypt. 


Raven could feel the huge fake cock still strapped to her - its back end firmly implanted in her 
sore, swollen, and extremely sloppy pussy. However, it no longer held the power it had before. 


And what the hell sort of power was that? Possession? 


Raven could almost sympathize with Nohni who'd had a near disastrous ‘possession’ 
experience touching the famed 'Lost Penis of Osiris’ nearly two months ago. It was that 
experience that had propelled Nohni on her journey to find her true parentage in Egypt. 


And where she'd probably picked up this black diddle-stick of mindless desire! 


Raven couldn't find the energy to frown, but still, what had Nohni been thinking to leave 
something like that lying around for her to find? And why had it finally gone ‘dead’. Did its 
batteries run down or something? 


Then Raven remembered the chiming. It was after midnight and it was no longer her birthday. 
Hadn't Hatshepsut mentioned something about having to do this male sex thing on her birthing 
day? Hell! How long did she have to do it? All fucking day long? 


A shaking voice above her right ear finally slogged through the mud in Raven's mind and 
caught her attention. 


"Gods and goddesses, Raven! You beautiful blue bitch! Five hours! I have NEVER been so 
thoroughly, utterly, and completely fucked in my entire life!" 


Raven turned her head groggily up to where Nohni was looking down at her. Trails of slimy, 
mucous-like goo trailed from her muzzle as she slowly lifted her head from Nohni's chest to look 
around. Nohni's office was a shambles. Books and boxes lay strewn everywhere, and by the 
looks and smell of things they were all coated with a copious amount of what had to be female 
cum. 


With a grunt, Raven rolled off Nohni onto her back and landed on the floor with a squishy 
splat. She felt like a sponge that had recently been completely wrung out. She also felt the weight 
on her crotch. On her back, the thing that was strapped to her loins poked straight up into the air. 


"I see you found Hatshepsut's Gift," Nohni murmured. She was up on her elbows and looking 
at Raven's 'toy'. "At least that's what Dr. Hassan Feffah calls it." 


"No thanks to you," replied Raven. She tried to sound cross, but she couldn't quite pull it off. 
This had, indeed, been a glorious experience. 


"What do you mean? 'No thanks to you'," replied Nohni sounding puzzled. "I only received it 
today. Dr. Hassan Feffah from the Egyptian Department of Antiquities just sent it to me. 
Knowing my propensity for sexual antiquities, he said he'd like my opinion on its authenticity. 
Since Hatshepsut's become a 'popular' item in Egyptology, he thought it might be a fake someone 
was trying to foist on them.” 


Raven peered at Nohni. She seemed to be genuinely puzzled. "So you didn't leave it as a 
birthday present for me?" 


Nohni's eyes darkened and she looked away. "I was going to invite you to my place for an 
evening of fun since it was your birthday, but you didn't seem to be...in the mood." She looked 
back at Raven. "So I left. The only reason I came back at all was because I remembered I'd 
forgotten to lock my office door. Then I saw you standing there with," she pointed to the black 
phallus, "that thing poking halfway across the room, and I thought, well..." 


"Maybe we could still have some fun?" finished Raven. 


Nohni's answer was the widest grin Raven had ever seen on the Golden Jackal's muzzle. 
Nohni flopped backwards, arms splayed wide. "And what fun it was!" 


Raven regarded her friend. It seemed likely now that Nohni hadn't left that note for Raven to 
find. In fact, it sounded like she knew nothing at all about what this 'artifact' could do. Slowly, a 
sly grin spread across Raven's face. 


"Say Nohni? Don't you have a birthday next month?" 


Nohni's head popped up from the sticky floor. She was frowning. "Yeah. The big 'Three-Oh’." 
Her head flopped back down. "Middle age is upon me." 


"Soooo...," Raven drawled. "Looks like you might need a 'Night o' Fun' to cheer you up too." 
She reached down and tapped Hatshepsut's Gift. "Maybe you can be the one wearing the 'fun- 
stick' next time." 


Nohni's head popped back up, and this time she was smiling. "Yeah. It'll be fun to see if you 
can take that thing to the hilt and not explode." 


"We'll see," was Raven's cool reply. She caressed Hatshepsut's Gift. 


So, the She-King of Egypt had been over fifty and she was still 'hotter than desert sun on 
sand'? 


Raven's funk about getting older had vanished completely. If she'd learned one thing this 
evening, it was this. 


They weren't getting older... 
... They were getting better! 


Fin. 


